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One 
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He hated when he looked like that. It always meant that entirely too active mind was in overdrive, and that 
smug little grin on his face was far more evidence than was needed to know that whatever it was thinking 
definitely fell into the category of no good. Maybe if he just pretended not to notice he'd go away. 

Yeah right, there was about as much a chance of that as there was for Dave to stop smiling for a week 


A shift of his body and now he was leaning closer, practically hanging across the aisle. 


Cursing himself for his weakness, Steve stuck a finger between the pages of his book and let his head roll to 
the side. "Wot?" 


The grin got bigger. "Nothing." 


Steve snorted and opened his book again, eyes going back to the page and seeking where he had left off. "Fine. 


Then stop fuckin’ starin’ at me, Bruce." 

"Quiet, you'll have everyone awake." 

Steve didn't answer except for a shake of his head. Bruce sighed and settled back in his seat, closing his eyes 
and letting the steady drone of the plane's engines soothe him. Which they did for all of about thirty seconds 
before his eyes popped open again and he was right back to staring. 

Steve gritted his teeth and counted to twenty under his breath. Ten was never enough with Bruce. 

"Harry!" A whisper, but loud enough in the quiet of the cabin for Steve to easily hear. Well, quiet if you didn't 


take into account the snores from the rest, Nicko's so loud they were always surprised they didn't create 


turbulence. 
"Wot?" 
"Fancy joining the mile high?" 


Steve's head snapped around, his eyes darting over the sleeping figures. "Wo Are you out of yer fuckin’ 


mind?" 

"Got your attention though, didn't |?" Bruce srickered. 
"Wot the fuck is wrong wif you?" 

I'm bored!" 

"Then read or have a kip or go play wif yerselfl" 

td rather you come play with me," Bruce leered. 


This time Steve didn't bother to mark his page with his finger. "Why don't you just grab the fuckin’ mic and 


announce it to the bludi plane, Bruce?" 
"Oh come on, Harry! No one else is awake and even if they were it isn't like they don't know!" 


Brown eyes dark with murderous intent, Steve glared until Bruce cracked up and held up his hands in mock 


terror. "Don't hurt me! Well," he smirked, "if you really want to try that..." 


Color flooded the bassist's face. "| swear, one day l'm gonna fergit meself and it's going to end in a bludi pile on 


the floor, Bruce." 


Realizing he might be pushing a bit too far, Bruce sighed and sat back, turning his head to look out at the 
darkness. "Sorry, Harry. Go back to your book. | won't bother you again” 


"Bruce," Steve said, rolling his eyes, "don't start being the martyr." 


‘lm not. Really Harry, I'm sorry." Unhooking his seat belt, Bruce got up and stepped into the aisle, turning his 
back to Steve and opening the compartment above his seat. Pulling out a small knapsack, he closed the lid and 
sat back down, unzipping the bag and rummaging through until he found his notebook and pen, leaving the bag 
open as he set it on the seat next to him. Flipping down the tray attached to the seat back in front of him, he 
lay the book and pen down, once again fastening his belt before taking the pen up again, uncapping it slowly. 


"Bruce, wot are you doing?" 
"Just an idea | want to get down on paper, Harry." 


Watching him write, Steve went through a rapid run of emotions, finally throwing up his hands and unhooking 
his belt. Getting up, he grabbed Bruce's ear as he stood. "Come on, but fer fuck's sake, be quiet!" 


Bruce set everything aside and closed the tray, grinning as he released the catch once again and hurried to his 
feet and toward the back of the plane behind Steve. The door to the lavatory closed behind them, cutting off 
his laugh. In the seat two rows behind where Bruce had been, Nicko cracked an eye open and sighed. He just 
hoped he could get back to sleep before it got foo loud. 


A week later, four consecutive nights of shows had them all worn out. When they finally reached a two day 
hiatus, they agreed to travel to the site of the next gig and then take the time to rest, visit with friends in 
that city or just do what they wanted, Nicko and Dave running off to get in a few rounds of golf, Adrian 
finding someplace to fish and Janick taking time to explore the city. 


Steve wrestled with the idea of flying home for a few days, but considering he hated being trapped thousands 
of feet in the sky in a piece of thin metal, he finally opted to just take the time to relax. Bruce, on the other 
hand, closeted himself in his room for nearly an entire day, finally calling Steve in the late evening and asking if 
he wanted to go to dinner downstairs. When Steve agreed, they arranged to meet in an hour, Bruce already 


seated when Steve walked through the door. 
With a nod to the hostess, he joined Bruce, frowning at the folder sitting beside Bruce's place. "Wot's that?" 


‘Its an idea | had. The one | was working on the other night before | was so pleasantly interrupted," Bruce said, 


grinning. 


Steve muttered something before snatching the menu from in front of Bruce and opening it, holding it high 
enough so that Bruce couldn't see his face. He let out a soft yelp and lowered it abruptly when he felt Bruce's 


foot crawl up the inside of his calf. "Wot the fuck are you doin?" he hissed. 


"Nothing, just wanted to get your attention" Bruce batted his eyes, knowing full well at some point he was 
going to pay for this. And looking quite forward to it, actually. 


"Idiot" Steve went back to studying the menu, looking up with a smile when the waitress came to take their 


order. "Curry, please. And a ‘alf bottle of the ‘ouse white." 
"Salad or soup?" 


"Salad, wif..." Steve started up from his chair, surprising the woman so much that she dropped her pen. "Wif 
just lemon," he stammered, sinking back down, his face red. 


"Very good, and you?" Crouching, she picked up her pen and rose before turning to Bruce. 


His head cocked to the side, his foot still firmly pressed against Steve's crotch, Bruce gave her a very cheeky 


grin. "Steak, medium, with the creamed soup for me." 
"Baked potato, or..2" 

"Fine." 

"Would you like something to drink?” 


Bruce narrowed his eyes at Steve, his foot pressing forward and tipping back several times. "What say we 


make that a bottle and I'll have some of that." 

"Very good. I'll be back in just a minute with your wine and the soup and salad soon after. Thank you, and if 
you need anything else please let me know.’ With a smile, she plucked the menu from Steve's fingers and left 
them alone. 


As soon as she had moved away Steve reached under the table and shoved Bruce's foot down. "Bastard!" 


Bruce laughed and drew his leg back. "Sometimes it's just impossible to resist teasing you Harry, you jump and 
squeal and turn all sorts of colors." 


"Just keep yer feet and yer hands and anyfing else on yer side of the table, Bruce." 


"Fine," Bruce sighed, "for now anyway. Harry, take a look at this." Bruce pushed the folder across to him, 
leaning back as Steve flipped it open. 


"Wot's this?" 


"It's a game. Well, a variation on a game. You've seen the board game Cluedo, right?" 

"Yeah, the one where you guess ‘oo killed someone in wot room and wif wot weapon" 

"Well, this is more of an adult version" 

Steve unfolded the taped together pages and looked at the drawing that represented the board. "Bludi ‘ell Bruce, 
wot the fuck? The library. the kitchen, the dungeon?" Catching sight of the waitress returning, Steve snatched 


the papers off the table, folding them and stuffing them back inside the folder. "Ill look at it in a bit" 


Bruce laughed, giving the waitress a wink when she poured the wine. "I don't know what kind of market it would 


have, but.” 

"Later, Bruce." 

"Why Harry, | do believe you're blushing." 
"And | belief yer a fuckin’ twit." 


Bruce slapped his leg and let fly with a ringing shout of laughter, Steve only blushing harder when curious 
eyes looked their way. 


"So, are you going to look at it or not?" 


Steve really wished he hadn't waited for Bruce. He could have left him in the restaurant, jumped on the lift 
while he was still waiting for the bill and then barricaded himself in his room and pretending... 


"Harry. | know you can hear me." 

As soon as the doors opened on their floor, Steve bolted from the car, hearing the mocking laugh behind him. 
By the time he had the door to his room open, Bruce was right behind him, crowding against his back and 
pushing him inside. Three steps in and Steve spun around, Bruce dropping the folder and snatching a handful of 


the long, auburn strands and twisting as he slammed his mouth over Steve's. 


"Bastard," Steve growled against his mouth, his fingers digging into Bruce's hips, his satisfied smirk felt when 
Bruce yelped and struggled to get away. 


"Marks!" Bruce groaned, unable to do any more than that when Steve ripped his mouth free and sank his teeth 


into the juncture of Bruce's shoulder and neck 


"Too fuckin’ bad!" Steve released him, stepping back raking a hand through his hair. "Wot the fuck was all that? 


You trying to get us caught?" 


"No one could see, Harry," Bruce sighed. "And the game is just that, a game, and anyone who knows me 


wouldn't be shocked to see it. And that fucking Aurf" 

"Sorry," Steve muttered. 

"No you aren't, not in the slightest." Bruce pulled his shirt off and went in the bathroom to check the damage, 
his long, violent bout of cursing as soon as he flipped on the light making Steve chuckle. He stormed back into 
the room, pointing at the teeth marks. "Look! How am | supposed to explain this?" 

Steve stopped laughing and winced. "Fuck, | really didn't fink | bit you that ‘ard. 


"Well you didl" Bruce scowled at him, stalking closer. "And what are you going to do about it?" 


"Wot do you want me to do?" Steve yelled, throwing his hands up. "Fer fuck's sake Bruce, its not like | can take 


‘em back!" 
Face to face now, Bruce rocked up on his toes and jabbed a finger in Steve's chest. "| should bite you!" 
"Go ahead," Steve laughed, shrugging, "oo's gonna say anyfing?" 


Bruce's mouth opened and closed, his eyes narrowing dangerously. Steve shook his head and took hold of his 
hips again, this time his touch light. 


"| am sorry, | really didn't fink | was biting that ‘ard, Bruce." Tipping his head, he gently ran his tongue over the 
marked flesh, soothing the wound. 


"God Harry, | think that makes up for it," Bruce gasped, gripping Steve's arms and tilting his head to allow 


easier access. 
"Bludi slut," Steve laughed, but the tone was affectionate, not degrading. 
"Right, fine, just don't stop." 


Steve didn't, instead extending the swipes of his tongue upwards, nipping here and there with a much lighter 


touch. His mouth just under Bruce's ear, he let out a long breath. "Bruce?" 
"Huh?" Eyes closed, he let his head fall until he felt the silken brush of Steve's hair against his cheek. 
"I fought you wanted me to look at this game?" 


"I do, | did, fuck don't stop Harry, not now." 


"No, now is good,’ Steve said, suddenly letting go and taking several steps back. 


"Bastard. You complete, utter bastard" Bruce glared but bent to retrieve the folder, following Steve over to 
the bed, the two of them sitting side by side on the edge. 


Steve moved further toward the middle, backing up against the pillows and giving Bruce room to sit sideways 
and spread out the contents of the folder. "Cluedo?" Steve shook his head and once again opened the taped 


pages, laying them out and leaning forward to get a better look "So, ‘ow does this work?" 


"Well, it's the same principle, but instead of finding out who killed someone, you try to find out who got fucked 
and where and by what." 


Steve groaned and covered his eyes. ‘| don't fink it's got much family entertainment in it, Bruce." 
"Well, it isn't for families, Harry. It's for adults." 
Its fer perverts," Steve snickered, "which explains why you fought of it." 


Bruce cocked an eye at him. "/m a pervert says the one that has been sharing this perversion with me for 


how long now?" 
"Right, point taken," Steve said, blushing. 


Bruce laughed, reaching out and tugging a lock of hair that had fallen to hang down over Steve's chest. "After 
all this time, after all the years I've known you, you can still blush." 


"Shut up, Bruce." 

When Bruce didn't respond, Steve glanced up, surprised to see a look of genuine hurt on his face. Bruce began 
stacking the papers and putting them away. "You know something Harry? | was actually saying | thought it was 
something fucking special that you've managed not to become such a cynical bastard that some things you stil 
react to the same as you did when | first met you. That despite the fights, the pressure, the divorce, the 
break-ups and everything else, you're still Harry.” 

"Bruce, wot the fuck are you on about?" 

"Nothing, just.nothing. Nevermind all this, it's stupid and | should have just kept it to myself" 


"Right, wots wrong? ‘Ere you go again, off like some bludi schoolboy who just got turned down fer the party.’ 


"Fuck you, Harry. Whatever this is between us isn’t love, but | at least thought it was like. And | get quite sick 
of you making fun of the fact | actually do give a fuck about you, as a friend" 


"This all because | told you to shut up?" Steve leaned back on the pillows, unable to keep from laughing. "Fer 
fuck's sake!" 


"No, not because you told me to shut up. Because you've done nothing but tell me to stop, to leave you alone 
and to shut up." 


Steve folded his arms over his chest and looked at him through narrowed eyes. "Right, pardon me Brucilla, 


could you ask Bruce to come back now?" 

"Steve." Bruce stood up and bowed. "Fuck you." 

He spun to walk out, getting only a few paces from the bed before he heard the movement behind him and 
Steve's arm came round, catching him about the waist and holding him in place, trapped between the strong 


grip and the length of the body pressed to his back. "Bruce. Wot the fuck is wrong wif you?" 


"| don't know," Bruce sighed, tipping his head back and letting it rest against Steve's shoulder. "Sometimes | just 


wonder if Maiden ended tomorrow how long it would be until you stopped even taking my calls, let alone seeing 


me. 
Steve was thoroughly confused. "Bruce, | haf no idea wot the fuck yer goin’ on about." 
"Nothing. Really, | don't know what's wrong with me." 


Steve guided him around until they faced each other. "Look, | don't know wot's goin’ to ‘appen wif this, but right 
now its good, right? So why can't we leaf it there and worry about the rest later?" 


"Because l'm a bloody twit?" 
"Well, yeah, but I'm kind of used to that, y'know?" 


"Maybe it's everyone asking me how much longer can we keep doing this that has me thinking Harry, and 
thinking about that made me wonder if..." 


"Right now, let's just go wif this, right?" 
"Right." Bruce forced a smile. "So, back to the game?" 
"Go muss yer bed and get yer toofbrush and all first, that way you don't ‘ave to run to yer room later." 


Steve saw the relief in Bruce's eyes. "Right. Back in a flash." Handing Steve the folder, he threw his shirt on 
and left to take care of the little things that kept their secret somewhat secret. 


Steve was half reclined on the bed reading the instructions for the game when Bruce returned, Steve having 
propped the door open with a shoe to allow Bruce the enter without knocking. He glanced up and smiled, Bruce 
sitting in the desk chair and taking off his trainers and socks, getting up and stripping out of his shirt before 
joining Steve on the bed 

"So? What do you think?" 

"I fink it's pretty bludi perverted," Steve laughed. 

"Well, it is, but that doesn't mean it wouldn't be fun!" 

Steve rolled his eyes. "So, wot do you ‘ave fer the pieces?" 

Bruce sorted through the papers. "Here," he said, thrusting a sheet at Steve. "Up to six people can play. You 

have a whip, handcuffs, rope, a dildo, a nipple clamp and a cock ring and stop laughing so fucking hard you're 

going to fall off the bed" 


Steve was howling. "Oh fuck," he gasped, "I can see people fightin’ ofer ‘oo gets to be wot." 


Bruce grinned. "Right, and the things you can fuck them with are..." He searched for another paper, reading the 


list once he found it. "A dick, a cucumber, a fist, a candle, a vibrator and a hairbrush." 
"Wot | want to know is ‘ow in the fuck did you come up wif these?" 

"Easy," Bruce shrugged, "| just thought about it and they popped into my head." 

"Fuck," Steve sighed, blotting his eyes, "and wot about the people in it?" 


"Well, that's where the game varies depending on who's playing. You choose from male or female cards or mix 


hem up." 

"But then you nefer know if yer fucking a bloke or a bird until the end" 
"Right" Bruce looked at him expectantly. "Well? What do you think?" 

"I fink yer a bludi nutter." 

"Yes Harry, | know that But do you think it would sell?" 


Steve picked up the outline of the board and looked it over again. "Wif as many perverts as there are, 


probably would 


"Come on, let's try it!" 
"Ow are we gonna try it, Bruce? You don't ‘ave the pieces, or..." 
"We can make do! I'll be the handcuffs." 


Steve watched him carefully tear the drawing of the handcuffs away from the paper. "You would," he 


muttered, snickering. 

Bruce canted an eye at him. "And what do you want to be?" 

Steve set the "board" back on the bed. "I don't know, ‘ow about the..." 

"The cock ring?" Bruce leered, leaning over to bump his shoulder against Steve's. 

"Fine," Steve agreed, his cheeks coloring. 

Chuckling, Bruce tore that piece off as well, setting both down at the space marked as the starting point. "Now, 
we need to pick what goes in the middle. Here, tear these apart" he handed Steve the list of devices, Steve 
sitting up and ripping the list into six pieces, trying to keep them all approximately the same size. Bruce busied 
himself making a list of room names, handing that to Steve to ready once he was done, taking the list of 
character names himself and separating those as well. Once done, they placed them all in piles with the writing 
face down. 

"You pick first." 

Steve knew somehow he was going to regret this. "Which?" 

"| don't care, any of them." 

Steve chose from the pile of rooms, keeping the scrap upside down. Bruce then picked from the implement pile, 
leaving only the person left. At Bruce's nod, Steve chose again. Bruce took all three pieces and folded them 
inside a blank sheet and slid it under the pillow behind him. 

Steve, fighting a smirk, cleared his throat. "Bruce?" 

"What?" 


"We don't ‘ave a die, and wif only two of us it won't be ‘ard to figure out ‘oo and wot's missing.’ 


"Fuck, we do need a die." Pondering the alternatives, Bruce snapped his fingers. "Well, all we really need at the 


numbers, and | can write them as well and we can just pull every turn" 


"Woteffer." Steve suddenly reached over and titled Bruce's chin up, examining the mark on his shoulder. "Does 


it still urt?" 


"No, but I'd bet it's quite colorful now." Bruce snorted when Steve nodded. "Don't worry about it, the shirt 


covers it and by the time | see anyone who will be examining me under my clothes it should be gone." 
"IIl try to fink about that next time." 
Bruce looked rather shocked. "Already planning a next time, Harry? And you call me the pervert: 


Cheeks flaming, Steve turned his attention back to the game. "Shut up and let's get this done wif" 


Laughing, Bruce set the folded papers containing the numbers from one to six in the middle of the board. 
"Right, so you know who this goes?" 


"Remind me." 

Dealing out the remaining slips of paper, Bruce explained. "You have to be in a room when you're guessing, and 
you pick the device and the person. If | have one, or both, or all three, | show you to eliminate something on 
your list. But | only have to show you one, and the same if | guess and you have more than one." 

"So you haf to be in the right room yer guessing?" 

| don't think so, at least not until you make the final guess. Then you have to be in the right room." 

"Right. So ‘oo goes first?" 


"You can" 


Steve poked through the pile of folded numbers and selected one. Unfolding it, he sighed. "One." He moved his 
"marker" before folding the number and dropping it back in the pile. 


Without warning, Bruce turned his body toward Steve and leaned forward, finding his mouth and slipping his 
tongue inside, Steve's darting forward to meet it and engaging in a slow, playful wrestling that left both of 
them slightly breathless when they drew apart. "Thanks," Bruce said quietly. 

"Fer wot?" 


"For not laughing at me and telling me how incredibly stupid and childish this is." 


"We aren't done yet," Steve laughed. 


"True." Sitting back, Bruce chose his number and the game went on. 


A half hour later they were both weak from laughing. There was just something blindingly funny about making 
guesses that went something like "Master Willie in the dungeon with the cucumber" that sent them both off, 
Bruce getting an even bigger kick out of the fact that every time he guessed, Steve would blush. 


They both had been through all the rooms several times, their score sheets covered in checks and scribbled 


out possibilities when Steve directed his marker into the space marked "Kitchen" and threw down his pen 
"Right. Sir Flatulence in the kitchen wif the fist" 

Bruce studied his slips of paper and sighed. "Not a one." 

Steve pumped his fist. "I win" 


"Now hang on, we have to make sure!" Bruce felt under the pillow, finding the folded paper and drawing it out. 


Opening it, he poured the three pieces of paper into his palm and examined them carefully. "Fuck, you win" 
Smirking, Steve poked him in the ribs. "Maybe you should ‘ave invented a way to cheat." 


"Stop that! | can't believe you won, and | still have at least two things it could have been in everything but the 


room. How did you figure it out?" 

"Easy. Effry time | guessed, | hate two of the fings in me ‘and. 
"Bastard, that's cheating." 

"No it isn't, it's bein’ clever." 

"Yes Harry, but I'm much more clever than you." 

"Obviously yer not, Bruce." 


Steve was blindsided, Bruce rolling over and shoving him back on the pillows, pinning him to the bed as he 


squirmed on top of Steve. "Hal | am!" 
"Oh fer fuck's sake, get off!" 
"I'm trying to," Bruce leered, rolling his hips. 


"We need to get all this paper off the bed, Bruce. Come on, move that ‘eavy arse." 


"Harry! What a horrible thing to say!" Pretending to pout, Bruce flung himself off Steve, throwing a forearm 


over his eyes. "l'm hurt!" 
"Yer gonna be ‘urt if you don't stop acting like a git and ‘elp me." 


Bruce sat up with a much put upon sigh. "Fine. Here | am, trying to be spontaneous, and you want to make 


things neat first." 


"Bludi ‘ell, all these tiny bits of fucking paper ef'rywhere," Steve complained trying to put them all in a pile in 
the center of the board. 


"Don't mess them up Harry, | want to show the rest." 

"Yer gonna show ‘em this?" Steve looked surprised, prompting a huge eye roll from Bruce. 

"Of course! Why not?" 

"Not like they don't know wot a pervert you are," Steve admitted, carefully folding the board and laying 
everything back in the folder. "Ere, put this somewhere." Bruce bounced up from the bed, taking the folder 
and crossing the room to lay it on the desk Turning back to face the bed, he cocked his head Steve groaned 
and shook his head, knowing by the slowly spreading grin something was churning in that entirely too busy 
mind. "Wot?" 

| have a guess." Undoing his jeans, Bruce slid them slowly down his legs and kicked them aside. 


"A guess? The game's ofer, Bruce." 


After his briefs were puddled next to his jeans, Bruce started for the bed, his steps slow and deliberate. "| 
think | was Bruce, in the hotel room, with the dick." 


Steve blinked. "Wot?" 


Reaching the foot of the bed, Bruce brought his knee up onto the mattress, leaning forward and crawling 


toward Steve. "| said, it was Bruce, in the hotel room, with Steve's dick." 


Steve burst out laughing, shaking his head as Bruce crept over his legs until he was forced to lay back. "You 


put that in yer game and l'm gonna ‘urt you." 
"Promise?" Lowering himself, he lay the length of his body on top of Steve's. 


"Kinky bastard," Steve said, his hands coming round to cup the firm cheeks of Bruce's arse, flexing his fingers 


against the muscles. 


Bruce nuzzled his face in Steve's neck, soft, sucking kisses and flicks of his tongue over the skin, feeling the 
stiffening of Steve's cock against his. "Harry?" he murmured, hearing Steve grunt a reply, "you're still wearing 


too much." 
"Well get off me." Steve grumbled. 


Bruce got back up on his knees and rested his weight on Steve's thighs. "Just lay back," he said, running his 
hands over Steve's chest and staring down at him, "I'll take care of it" 


Tucking his arms behind his head, Steve did. 


Bruce's eyes ran over him, his fingers stroking Steve's chest, before sliding up over his shoulders, his palms 
flat on the bed as he leaned over and kissed him, a teasing dart of his tongue before dragging his lips down 
over his jaw and tasting the spot just below his ear. Steve's soft hiss made him grin, taking a moment to 
lightly bite his earlobe before following the strong pulse down his neck, tongue tracing a wandering path to the 
hollow of his throat and lapping, the flavor of the skin heady, bringing a surge of blood to his groin 


Down, his hands back to touch, to caress, his lips soft, countered by the sting of an occasional nip, the rasp of 
his tongue, Steve arching when Bruce's teeth closed around his nipple, holding it while the tip of his tongue 
flicked over the bud. Tugging the hair, Steve's sudden curse when Bruce bit harder before soothing the spot 
with a nuzzled kiss, his hands going lower and opening Steve's jeans, pushing under the denim to find the hard 


heat of his cock. 


He pulled them down as he backed up, shuffling on his knees down Steve's legs, dipping his head to lap and bite 
the revealed skin. The outline of Steve's cock was too enticing to pass up, Bruce stepping over his legs and 
pushing the jeans the rest of the way down with one hand while skimming the briefs low enough to allow it to 
pop free. Steve grunted, lifting his hips, his hand cupping the back of Bruce's head as the tip slid through his 
lips. 


Wiggling, helping as best he could to remove the briefs without losing the clasp of Bruce's mouth, Steve was 
finally able to kick the bunched jeans and the black cotton free of his feet, Bruce swinging his leg back over to 
straddle him once again, the heavy weight of his balls rubbing Steve's calves. Bracing his hands beside Steve's 
hips, Bruce fucked him hard with his mouth, the slick sounds of his lips rising and falling on the shaft mixing 
with Steve's groans and gasped breaths. A swirl of the underside of his tongue over the head and he felt the 
hard jerk, Steve thrusting deeper, seeking the grasp of his throat round the head. 


Bruce obliged, swallowing the precome that leaked onto his tongue, his own cock dribbling sticky trails along 
Steve's legs as he rocked back and forth. A sharp tug on his hair and he raised his eyes up the length of 
Steve's body, meeting the nearly black eyes that burned into his. "Come up ‘ere," Steve growled, Bruce giving a 
last slow, deep suck as he lifted his head, Steve's cock snapping free and slapping wetly against his stomach. 


Bruce crawled up, moaning into Steve's mouth as he was caught in a demanding kiss, his hips pulled flush to 


Steve's, their cocks grinding together. Tearing his mouth away, Bruce dropped his head to Steve's shoulder, 
humping against him. He found himself being rolled, Steve sliding down the bed as soon as Bruce's back was 
against the mattress. A quick dip of his head and Bruce shouted, his hands seeking the longs curls and twisting 
them in his fists as Steve's mouth took him deep, his lips tight as they skimmed the shaft down to the base, 
dragging the skin as they drew back up. 


Bruce nearly knocked him back when he felt Steve twine his hair around his balls, the silken strands slick 
against the skin, his fingers massaging and manipulating the sac in the confines of the wrapping, Bruce's body 
arcing upwards with another sharp cry. 


"Harry, fuck, oh fuck" 


Steve's lips stretched in a grin, the flat of his tongue pressed hard to the underside of Bruce's shaft, his head 
moving in slow rhythm with the squeezes of his fingers. Down to the root, a firm close of his hand. Back up to 
the head, a slight bounce in his palm. Bruce panted, thrusting his hips, his head lolling. He cursed again when 
Steve's hand left his balls, until he felt the light touch of his fingers behind, tickling back along the skin until 
they found his hole. Letting his legs splay wide, Bruce reached for the table beside the bed, fumbling over the 
wood for the bottle he had seen there before they began the game. 


Closing his hand around it, he shoved it at Steve, his eyes flying open when his cock was abruptly bereft of 
Steve's mouth, those wonderful teasing fingers deserting him as well. 


"Harry!" Pouting, he glared at the grinning man. 

"Wot?" 

"What? What do you mean, whaf?" 

"Wot, Bruce?" Steve rested on his elbow, still grinning. 

"Herel" Bruce thrust the bottle at him again, his jaw dropping when Steve shook his head. "No?" 


"No," Steve laughed, moving back up the bed and flipping over to lay on his back, once again tucking his hands 
behind his head. 


Bruce sat up, torn between smacking the smug grin off his face or just going into a full on rant. "Harris, if you 


think for one fucking minute that you're going to leave me like this, so help me | wil do you serious harm!" 
"Woteffer," Steve dismissed his threat with a wave of his hand. 


Back up on his knees and grumbling under his breath, Bruce flipped the lid open. Pouring some on his fingers, he 
reached back and pushed them into his cleft, biting his lip as he worked the tip of one inside himself. Steve 
watched through hooded eyes, taking one hand from behind his head and reaching down to tease his cock. 


Bruce moaned; between the feeling of his finger pressing deeper and the sight of Steve's hand lazily wanking, 


his own cock was throbbing, precome thick and heavy as it oozed from the slit. 


A second finger and he rocked his hips, his head tipping back as he fucked himself, opening his body, the lube 
coating the soft walls and making it easy for his fingers to slip in and out. A third, his shoulder started to 
ache from the angle of his body, his arse clutching at the digits as they withdrew, opening to accept them 
before squeezing again, trying to hold them inside. With a gasp, he pulled them free, dumping more of the lube 
on a now shaky hand and pushing Steve's hand away from his cock, replacing it with his own, smirking when 
Steve bucked up at the touch of the cool liquid. Spreading it down the shaft, Bruce closed the cap and twisted 
to set the bottle back on the stand. 


Several more pumps of his hand and he threw his leg over Steve, keeping a hold of his cock and guiding it as 
he lowered himself. Steve's hands lightly held his hips, balancing him as he hissed when the head spread him 
open, a shudder ripping through him when the ring closed around the ridge. Leaning forward, he braced his 
hands on Steve's chest and eased downward, his mouth opening and emitted a quiet keen as he impaled himself 
on the rigid flesh. When he felt Steve's thighs under him, he sighed and relaxed, the last bit now inside him, his 
body quickly adjusting and demanding more until he was forced to begin careful motions, posting as if riding a 


horse, rising until most of Steve's cock was exposed before dropping again. 


Steve grit his teeth, thrusting up into Bruce, the clasp and drag of his body pulling the skin, sending bolts of 
pleasure shooting out from his groin He ran his fingers through the thick hair on Bruce's chest, seeking his 
nipples, rapidly flicking his thumbs over the buds until Bruce twisted over him, a hard pinch to each eliciting a 
growl. Sweat rising, making their bodies slide together, breaths becoming pants as their hearts pounded. Steve 
grasped Bruce's cock, wanking it with short, hard pulls, Bruce's hips ramming forward to push it through the 
harsh grip. 


Curling his body, Bruce sought Steve's mouth, moaning into it as their tongues dueled, chasing and capturing, 
palates tickled and licked, their lips parting only to draw another breath into starved lungs before crashing 
together again. The coil of fire low in their groins, creeping upward along their spines until Bruce was forced to 
sit up, riding Steve hard and fast, each slam of his arse against Steve driving the breath from his lungs. his 
fingers dug into Steve's chest, several short, wild jerks of his hips and he tipped over, a powerful scream 
tearing from deep in his chest as he came, sticky ropes of come splashing over Steve's hand and down onto 
his chest and stomach, his own body dragged upward, violent stabs of his cock into Bruce marking the bursts 
of seed from his cock, emptying itself into the convulsing heat that rippled around it. 


Bruce shook himself, collapsing forward and resting his head against Steve's, smelling their sweat and the sex 
and shuddering with the delicate wringing movements of Steve's fingers over his cock, milking the last of the 
come from his balls. Steve sagged back onto the bed, working his hand free and letting it flop beside him, his 
other hand stroking the strong back and flanks of the man astride him. Gradually, as their breathing slowed, 


Bruce hissed as Steve's softening cock slipped from inside him, rolling slowly off to curl up next to his side. 


Quiet for a time, they rested, still caught in the release of their bodies. Steve finally stirred and looked down, 
finding Bruce had tilted his head back and was gazing up at him. "I fink you were right" 


Bruce frowned, running a hand over the sweat matted hair on Steve's chest. "How?" 
"It was Bruce, in the ‘otel room, wif Steve's dick." 


The only way Steve could get him to stop laughing was to roll him over and kiss him until he couldn't breathe. 


Not quite two months later, the last open night of the tour.. 


Bruce had called them all to his room and from the look of him, he was up to something. Then again, he 
usually did look like that and quite often was, and it was usually no good. 


Steve was dreading whatever it was since lately it seemed that somehow it always involved him becoming 
thoroughly embarrassed by the antics of the mercurial singer. When Bruce called everyone to come cluster 


round, Steve wandered slowly to join them, standing behind Adrian to avoid being in the direct line of fire. 


Bruce, grinning as if he were a cat that had discovered a new and improved type of cream, had something 


under a strip of cloth, an oblong shape that reminded Steve of.. 

He groaned and covered his face just as Bruce whipped the cloth aside. 

He refused to look, turning his back and ignoring the shouts of laughter. 

When they set it up to have a go, he pleaded to be left alone, but they dragged him back. 

Bruce grinned, holding out his hand, a small, shiny ring in his palm. "Here Harry, you can be the cock ring." 
Steve didn't say a word, simply snatching it from Bruce's hand and slamming it down on the space marked 
"Start", trying to ignore the heat he felt flooding his face. When he finally caught Bruce's eye, he glared, all 
sorts of promises of vile retribution flashing in the dark brown, 

He was not in the least surprised to see Bruce's gleam with anticipation. 


Nor was he surprised when Nicko let out a delighted shout. "Professor Plum never did it like this!" 


Rolling his eyes, Steve readied himself for a very long night. 


